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PROEM. 

/IH! let me leave the dust and glare 
Of urban streets for hidden rills; 
Let me catch summer's robe^ and share 
The lonely comfort of the hills. 

Or in a dim and distant vale 
Where late spring blossoms linger yet \ 
And some impassioned nightingale 
Sings above banks of violet 

At the rapt hour when evening loves 
To kiss the forehead of the world. 
When hushed are all the drowsy doves 
And every roving wing isfurled^ 

Grant me to lie and dream away 
The memory of this modern life. 
Let me forget the age of clay 
And all its weariness and strife. 

I 



PROEM 

Or on the bank where sighing reeds 
Are sung to slumber by the stream. 
Leave me, remote from jostling creeas, 
Conflicting cultures, in a dream 

Of bright Arcadia yet unbanned, 
And that dead epoch of old Greece 
When mighty heroes Argo manned, 
All amorous of the Golden Fleece. 

So shall I climb the stair of Jove, 
And drink the thick Olympian wine, 
And hear Demeter sigh for love 
Of her enravished Proserpine. 

Within the sunburnt walls of Troy 
The maids are fair, the men are strong; 
I see the glittering troops deploy, 
The pageantries of heroes throng 

Towards the city gate; I see 
The lovely, languid, Spartan queen, 
And near her, pale Andromache, — 
One white hand lifted up to screen 

Her anxious eyes from noon-day glare, — 
Spying for Hector's haughty crest ; 
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PROEM 

And Cressid with her rippling hair. 
Of all frail things the loveliest. 

The gates of hell unclose to me, 
And Cerberus hangs his triple head; 
Before me pass in panoply 
The splendid legions of the dead; 

I am the lord of all the past, 
The tyrant of the land of dreams ; 
Yea, in this world though least and last, 
I am the God of that which seems. 

So let me flee this noisy age; 
Blot out my name from memory 's scroll; 
Leave me my dreamers heritage, 
The secret kingdom of the soul. 



THE FIRST PART 



INCONSTANCY. 

NOT mine the tacit vigil of the stars 
Watching unmoved the passion and sleep of 
men; 
I am the vagabond fire that haunts the fen, 
The wraith that skims the reeds and nenuphars. 

I mimic no unswerving sun that sails 
From dawn's dim port to evening's purple shore, 
But I must whirl and wander evermore, 
Like a torn leaf adrift in angry gales. 



THE WOODLAND GOD. 

GOD of the garden of dreams, 
Mystical, voiceless, unviewed 
By the casual eye; by the rude 
Incantation of men from thy streams 
And holy, inviolate woods 
Never evoked ; dim lord 
Of the country of unspun thought, 
Of the nobler knowledge unwrought 
In the web of the written word ; 
Almoner, giver of goods 
Known but to mortals who prize 
More than the obvious wealth 
Of music that Nature flings 
Wide, as from God-given strings 
A poet his verse, the notes 
That slowly and subtly rise, 
Ghost-like, creeping by stealth 
Into the ear, till at last 
Sonorous, grand as the blast 
8 



THE WOODLAND GOD 

Of a myriad trumpet throats 
They rush, they soar, they are hurled 
From the length and the breadth of the world- 
Speak! Art thou fled as they fled 
The others, the hapless Gods, 
Giant Necessity's rods, 
That are lost, irredeemable, dead? 
Wert thou a wraith in the band, 
The mournful army that fared, 
Tottering, smitten, grey-haired t 
From the lightless Olympian land, — 
Sundered, wandering far 
In the van of the temporal gale; 
Their godhead an old wife's tale, 
Their heaven a burnt-out star? 
Nay, for no cloud-wrapped height 
Held thee, oh manifold one; 
No shimmering car of the sun 
Leapt with thee out of the night; 
Never thine oracle spoke 
Through the Pythian serpent-zoned, 
Through the resonant brass that droned 
By the dark Dodonaean oak ; 
Never the warrior viewed 
Thee in the murk of the war 
Blaze like a marvellous star, 
Harnessed in gold, mighty-thewed ; 
9 



THE WOODLAND GOD 

But when the ruinous blast 
Smote the Olympian's throne, 
Lo! thou remainedst alone; 
Not least of Gods, and the last. 

Thenceforth, for mortals who grieved 
O'er the race that failed, thou hadst care r 
O Ranger of highland bare 
And wood path garrulous-leaved. 
Not as a rudderless barque, — 
Not wholly derelict they, 
When the storm of the ultimate day 
Burst from the baleful dark ; 
But still, at dusk, from the throes 
Of the moon-lured, passionate tide, 
Mystical verses were cried, 
Immortal oracles rose. 
Still, in the night, when the wind 
Drove the great cloud-flocks amain, 
Songs would return again, 
Sudden, to men, half-divined, 
Lost ere the ear might mark ; 
Often to sleep-dim sight 
A splendour be born of the night, 
A God gleam forth in the dark ! 
But most for the lovers of earth, — 
Vagabonds, shepherds who lay 
10 



THE WOODLAND GOD 

In a cleft of the wood-giant's girth 

Piping the march of the day 

From dawn-dew to dusk, thou hadst care; 

For the wandering folk that haunt 

Clearings in woods and the wild 

Thistle-spired wastes; for the child 

In the den of the outlaw gaunt; 

For the simple folk of the soil ; 

Hinds, reapers black with the sun, 

Woodmen, and all who toil 

In the vineyard; lads who run 

Lithe o'er fields to the stream, 

Or loiter and richly dream ; 

For these, for these, thou hadst care, 

Almoner, Giver of Good! 

Lord of the sane, sweet air 

And the healthful heart of the wood. 

Yet not often to these 
Wast thou revealed, but abode 
Aloof, no visible God, 
Where briars stretch talons to seize 
Intruders by sleeve and skirt; 
Nor always to wanton men 
Propitious; he hunts to his hurt 
Who halloas the stag to thy glen, 
The roe to thine altar-place! 
ii 



THE WOODLAND GOD 

Yet as a roe thou art shy; 
Witnessed of few thy face 
And the sheen of thy limbs ; unviewed 
The grand calm brow, the shrewd 
Engraven line of the lip, 
And pensive, humorous eye 
Lambent, yet half bemused; — 
Face where in fellowship 
The God and Animal blend, 
Olympian, Vulpine, are fused. 

But to the simple-souled, 
The lover of woods, the friend 
Of all quick things, as of old 
Thou wert manifest, so, to the end, — 
Till the water and woods shall be one 
With the fire at the heart of the hill, 
And the earth, like a giant o'erthrown, 
Falls headlong to chaos, — thou still 
Shalt grant to the vagabond race, 
The dreamer, the poet, the seer, 
Some vision, some hint of thy grace, 
Some glimpse of divinity near. 
They shall list to the whispering wood, 
To the gossip of bird and of bough; 
O Lord of the terrible brow 
They shall know thee the Giver of Good. 
12 



THE WOODLAND GOD 

They shall learn in the murmur of streams 
Thy wisdom, half-lovely, half-lewd; 
O mystical, voiceless, unviewed, 
O God of the garden of Dreams! 
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SPRING. 

SUN and rain, and a rainbow arch 
Spanning the heaven beyond the hills ; 
April healing the hurt of March, 
Kissing the flowers, swelling the rills; 
Sun and rain on the daffodils, 
Rain and sun where the violets blow, 
And the haunting scent of the Spring that fills 
The blood with yearnings of long ago. 

Long ago, in the April days 

When the soul to Life like a lover clung, 

And the mind had trodden no miry ways, 

And the feet were un tired, the heart unwrung; 

Ah! then was the lyric of living sung, 

And the singer's brow by the Gods was crowned, 

And they dowered him, for his golden tongue, 

With Spring in the heart the whole year round. 

And he sang the praise of the great, sweet earth, 
Infinite mother, Lady of Life; 
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SPRING 

Chant of bridal and hymn of birth, 

Song of love and paean of strife; 

And the people loved him and crowned his head 

With dusky leaves and delicate flowers ; 

But the petulant Gods waxed wroth, and said, 

" Lo, poets are Lord in this world of ours." 

So they crushed his life with sorrowful days, 
They smote his lips with the rod of their ire, — 
Tore from his head the chaplet of bays, — 
Quenched in his heart the lyrical fire. 
And as when dank, brown Autumn closes 
The eyes of summer, and leaves lie dead, 
Gone with the daffodils, gone with the roses, 
Waifs in the wind, the swallows have fled, 

So the strong soul fled from the poet's lyre; 
Whither, ah whither? The Gods alone 
Saw it pass like a wisp of fire 
Into the tree or the flower or stone; 
Into the heart of the earth again, 
Into those poets whom Gods cannot still, — 
Nightingale, zephyr, and murmuring main, 
Light of the sunrise, height of the hill! 



15 



THE DREAM OF YOUTH. 

ON the strange threshold of Life's shadowy realm 
A spirit met me, girt in golden mail, 
Gold pinioned, vast, — and on his brow a helm 
With blood-red jewels starred. His lips were pale, 
And pale his cheeks, and hot and fierce his eyes 
That watched the dawn arise; 

The saffron-vestured virgin dawn that came 
With songs and cymbals from the riven East; 
The bride of joy, whose candid glance smote shame 
Into the heart of cowled night. The least 
And meanest child of Nature lacked not dower 
Of beauty from her hour, 

And all dark hills and all the slate-hued seas 
Borrowed their Heaven of colour from her eyes ; 
Her bondless hair lent incense to the breeze 
And streamed in splendour up the thrilling skies; 
Her bosom taught the never-dwindling snows 
Their mystic white and rose. 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

Now leapt the sun above the glowing line 
That was the edge of earth. The day was born ; 
And that pale spectre fixed his eyes on mine 
With strange imperious gaze. His face was worn 
And cavernous as an ocean-fretted stone, 
And like the tidal moan 

His voice resounded in that hollow place. 
" O thou," he cried, " that by the perilous door 
Haltest doubt-fettered, hearken to the grace 
Vouchsafed by Life's dread wardens evermore 
To every pilgrim on their obscure tide; 
Choose thou from us a guide. 

" Lo! I am Passion. Whoso takes my hand 
Has fire for blood. To him the common light 
Seems flame, the dull sky heaven, his life a brand 
That flares across the melancholy night 
Of tranced aeons, shrivelling with its breath 
The foxy scroll of death. 

" I am the core of sense. I marked the birth 
Of those first formless things that blindly stirred 
In steaming swamps of the primeval earth; 
The strange, blent shapes of saurian and bird, 
Life's 'prentice work obscene and terrible, 
Were toys beneath my spell. 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

" The huge fish-lizards died in blood-stained seas, 
And horned white snakes that lurk in sunless dens 
Battled with horrid hissing; for on these 
My sacred ardour fell; the denizens 
Of sunken isle and crumbled continent 
Were slaves that Nature lent 

" To me her master-craftsman; all dread things 
I owned, and dark abortions of night's womb. 
The blood-gorged vampires furling leathern wings 
In foul recesses of an ancient tomb 
I lured to light; I brake the coffin-lid, 
And probed the Pyramid. 

" I am the heart of colour. Yea, behold 
Dawn's red Armada in the Orient 
Storms all the archipelagoes of gold 
And sapphire gulfs and seas magnificent. 
Mine is her fire, and mine the giant force 
That whirls her on her course. 

" As she enflames the sky, so thou shalt blaze 
Clear through life's mist, with passion for thy star; 
Nor know the pulseless lethargy of days 
Lost in vague, twilit paths. Behold! afar 
Light like an eagle spurns the Alps of cloud; 
Fire-pennoned, golden-prowed, 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

" The sun's great galley shakes out all her sail 
And marshals all her burnished argosies; 
She is thy pattern; choose!" His flashing mail 
Dazzled my sight, and wan as one who frees 
A snared Arabian monster, I beheld 
His bulk that soared and swelled 

To huge, fantastic stature. The small world 
Was like an orb clasped in his giant hand, 
A toy engraved with his cartouche. He hurled 
Speech like the lightning; yet the livid brand 
Of pain glowed on his brow; irresolute 
Trembled his lips when mute. 

Then from the darkness of that haunted porch 

A shadow stole, as if obscurity 

Took human shape. The armour ceased to scorch 

My doubtful eyes; the red artillery 

Of those bright baleful jewels that assailed 

My soul so subtly, paled 

Like the wild sunset of a frosty eve; 

And from that shadowed form there fell a veil 
f Thin as a cloud that April winds unweave, 

Showing a woman's face, dawn-fair, moon-pale 

With smiles like slow, soft ripples that awake 
. On some nymph-haunted lake. 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

" O child of earth," she murmured, " who art born 

The brain-sick heir of an accursed line, 

Compassed by ancient maladies, outworn 

By fierce hereditary lusts, be mine 

The hand to guide thee sleepward, mine the breast 

Low-breathing for thy rest. 

" O heavy limbs, O weary soul! Thy blood 
Has ebbed through all the ages; the old years 
Hang o'er thy spirit like a vampire brood, 
The centuries are fatal with thy tears. 
What bitter chance is thine? What God in wrath 
Thrust thee toward this path 

"Where Passion lurks to lure thee to new pain? 

O fear his eyes, for they are beautiful 

With all the fairness of all spirits slain 

By his enchantment. Ne'er shalt thou annul 

The charter of thy bondage, having sold 

Thy heart into his hold. 

" Take thou my hand, for I am Peace. I dwell 
In the sweet eyes of women whom the years 
Crown like soft blossoms, till the gentle spell 
Of Death too calm for hate, too still for tears, 
Is woven in Life's threadbare woof, or breathed 
On faces smile-enwreathed. 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

" Mine is the students' lonely joy, and mine 
The pale tranquillity of cloistered brows ; 
I haunt the breast of rivers crystalline, 
And solemn shade of interwoven boughs ; 
Or sleep in purple islands where the moon 
Dreams o'er the mute lagoon. 

" See how above yon dizzy bastion 

The white calm of inviolable snows 

Disdains the ardent army of the sun 

And mocks the passionate wind! Be their repose 

The type of thine, their loftiness thy aim ; 

Their gleam, thy steadfast flame. 

" Sown with fierce briars, obscure and terrible 
Are Passion's ways; but I will lead thee far 
By twilit valleys where the evening bell 
Chimes like the voice of sunset, whose pale star 
Heralds the multitudinous gems that light 
The hollow hand of night." 

The melancholy voice was hushed. I gazed 
Entranced by her soft pleading; but again 
The armour gleamed, the angry jewels blazed 
On him my spirit loathed, and in my brain 
An ancient fever burned, the heritage 
Of every lustful age 
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THE DREAM OF YOUTH 

When my lost soul had kissed the mouth of Sin, 
That parody of Passion, whom I knew, 
Though masked in gold like Love's own paladin, 
Yet could not flee; for as the trembling dew 
Dies in the circuit of a gipsy fire, 
So I beheld expire 

The dusky eyes of Peace, and gave my doom 
Rejoicing, to that spectre sullen-browed; 
Yet even then the gate was choked with gloom, 
The skies were black with minatory cloud. 
Shuddering, I heard above the thunder-roll 
The moaning of my soul. 



O ye who con these dim and sombre runes, 
Know that your hearts in some distorted wise 
Are mirrored here, like pallid, wizened moons 
Rocked in a lake's cold breast. The brainsick lies 
Of dreams dupe fools; when starward paths divide 
Choose only Love for guide. 
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A PARIAH. 

LET it be written, when they draft 
The schedule of my stormy years, 
That by no trick of market-craft 
I shunned my debt of blood and tears. 

The wrong I did I proved not good ; 
I knew no scholar's name for sin ; 
I sinned: — no critic multitude 
Damped my delight or grief therein. 

For good or ill, at least I wrought 
Against the sleek Convention-god ; 
Fed never him with lies, nor bought 
With fawning his commender nod. 

Alone upon a riven deck 
I trembled not nor sued for grace ; 
And though his foot be on my neck 
My gauntlet's iron has bruised his face. 
23 



THE RECOMPENSE. 

WE rhymers wear our hearts upon our sleeves, 
And pawn our blood for fame; our tears are 
bonds 
That Fate repays at last: — thus runs the grim 
Ancient indictment. 

Oh undying songs 
That float across the inexorable years; 
O hearts self-fathomed for the world to plumb, 
Was this your end? O gradual pulse of dawn 
Heavy with lifeblood of the unborn day; 
Dim, ancient coasts raped by the looting sea; 
Sun, storm and thunder, and immortal stars, 
And moon that leans and listens to the tides, — 
Are all your names but dice that poets cast 
To cheat oblivion? 

Rather let them say 
That even as some timid lover who laid 
A scroll that he had writ with joy and fear 
All the June night, where the dear feet should pass 
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THE RECOMPENSE 

Of her he worships, watches from afar, 

Aching jest it shall fall in alien hands; 

So we who pour our treasure, gold or dross, 

Where every eye may reckon it, are content 

If one shall weep with us, if one shall glow 

With passionate joy because our hearts were flame. 

Yea, we abide the mockery of a world 

For the sweet sake of one who comprehends. 
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VALEDICTORY. 

WHEN all the lights are gone, 
And the wind's monotone 
Wails round the vacant throne 
That once was yours ; 
Ah! to your death-lit eyes, 
Poet, what scene shall rise, 
As the pale phantom flies 
From earthly lures? 

Yea, when the angel strips 
The shroud from eyes and lips, 
What dread Apocalypse 
Shall stun your gaze, 
Watching, alone and mute 
The Power that fools refute, 
Awful and absolute 
Before all days? 
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VALEDICTORY 

There the philosopher 
Sits shamed and dumb, and there 
Rot the old pomps that were 
Earth's hallowed things ; 
Kaisers and kings who rode 
Wide o'er the world in blood 
Stand naked before God, 
Queller of kings. 

Pallid and bound they go 
Before whose spears the foe 
Melted like trampled snow, 
Whirled out like smoke; 
Legions, beneath whose mass 
Strong cities crashed like glass, 
Drop swords at length, and pass 
Beneath the yoke. 

You see them pass, — yea, all 
The boast of Hannibal, 
Blue waves of steel that crawl 
With blood-red foam, — 
Lo! these were even thus 
When by the Aufidus 
Rose wild and ominous 
The roar of "Rome/" 
27 



VALEDICTORY 

They vanish. Near them ride 
Sardis and Susa's pride 
That choked the greedy tide 
Of Salamis; 

These fade. They too are gone 
Who clashed at Marathon, 
Hellene and Mede are one 
At last, in peace. 

O victor death! no more 
The lean Cimmerians pour 
Round beaked ships cast ashore 
On Chersonese; 
Attila's wolves, who foam 
Drunk still with blood of Rome,- 
Even for them, a home; 
Even for them, peace. 

Queens whose caprices rent 
Empire and continent; 
Proud courtesans who bent 
Kings with their smile; — 
Though many a diadem 
Stooped to their kirtle hem, 
This is the end of them 
And all their guile. 
28 



VALEDICTORY 

Ah! is indeed Death's gate 
The garner ultimate 
Of the wild love and hate 
That burnt them all? 
Surely beyond the sun 
The grim centurion 
Still leads his Romans on 
Against the Gaul ; 

O'er the great plains that lie 
Behind the furthest sky, 
Still glides the panoply 
Of spectral hosts; 
Still in some scarlet star 
Pale kings whirl out to war, 
And ghostly engines jar 
The walls of ghosts. 

Not theirs, not theirs, to see 
The listless empery 
Of pale Persephone 
And taste her fruit; 
Not theirs the shades who rove 
Within her pensive grove, 
Dead to the lips of Love, 
The Orphic lute; 
29 



VALEDICTORY 

For still across the snow 
The fierce Phoenicians go ; 
Still the rent cities show 
Where Hanno trod ; 
Yea, though the old world end, 
Friend still avenges friend, 
Giant and king contend, 
Titan and God. 

But whether strife or ease 
Shall be the lot of these, 
Poet, not yours their peace, 
Not yours their toils ; 
Yea, though of all things sweet 
Rest seem the fairest, yet 
Still from your weary feet 
The great road coils. 

Love's pilgrim, as of yore 
Through life, beyond death's door 
You fare, alone, heartsore, 
Down the long miles, 
And halt at last. But still, 
Vast on his pinnacle, 
Aloof, immutable, 
Art stands, and smiles. 

30 
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THE WHITE STATUE. 

I SIT alone within my room, the little room above 
the Town, 
And watch the shadows creeping down, and count 

the stealthy steps of gloom. 
All day I sit alone and see the little people come 

and go; 
Like ants about the streets below they come and 

go incessantly; 
Each face is heavy with a frown, each heart is 

haunted by its doom ; 
I sit alone within my room, aloof from all, above 

the Town. 

Across the river grey and wide the yellow fog comes 

curling down ; 
It is the wraith of those who drown, the phantom 

of the suicide. 
Night falls; the lamplit chains swing clear above 

the din, above the dust; — 
31 



THE WHITE STATUE 

The footlights of the farce of lust where tarnished 

women walk and leer. 
I see the eyes of those who drown, — see Death 

beneath his paint grin wide; 
I see all things who sit aside within my room above 

the Town. 

But often when the dull days wane, and, swift and 

sweet, the night is come, 
I turn me from the purple gloom that presses on 

my window-pane; 
And lo! behind the dusky veil, the mystic veil that 

covers all 
My books and papers with its pall, I see a slender 

form and pale. 
It is my friend who lives with me, alone, aloof from 

sordid things; 
It is my friend whose smile the wings of night 

enshroud that none may see. 

The white feet glide across the floor, the white face 

glimmers in the gloom, 
And cool and white the fingers roam about my 

brow that burns no more. 
The dreamy eyes are fixed on mine; the lips so 

mute and subtly curved 
Have touched my thirsty lips and swerved at last 

from their unchanging line. 
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THE WHITE STATUE 

O Fate that breakest in thy loom the lover's inter- 
twisted thread, 

Thou canst not blanch lips never red, nor blind 
the eyes that see in gloom! 

Ah! sweet beyond the dreams of all mad lovers 
who e'er lived and died 

To watch the timid feet that glide so softly from 
their pedestal. 

The spirit leaves its marble husk ; its breath is on 
my face; I feel 

Its passionate, slender arms that steal like moon- 
beams to me through the dusk. 

O lips that take away my breath! O circling arms 
and starry eyes! 

What gift has Life for me whose prize is the pale 
mouth of Love and Death? 
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REGRET. 

THE world is pleasant, I admit; 
The frownless sky, the flashing sea, 
And children's faces in the street 
Once seemed the flower of life to me. 

Yet since you left me, I behold 
With dull contempt the pomp of June; 
The best-loved songs are stale and old, 
And all the winds are out of tune. 

And in this waste of sun and song 
Alone, disconsolate, I stray, 
Like a deaf mute who threads a throng 
Of lovers keeping holiday. 
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A VILLANELLE. 

O QUEEN of Love's immortal line! 
Pale are the pageants of the past; 
Your lips are red, your soul is mine. 

In the dim court of Proserpine 

The conquerors of the world are cast 

O Queen of Love's immortal line! 

And where her dusky jewels shine 
All proud princesses droop at last; 
Your lips are red, your soul is mine. 

When are the poets named divine? 
Their souls go shrieking down the blast, 
O Queen of Love's immortal line! 

Where are the Gods? The holy Nine? 
The hands that hewed old Argo's mast? 
Your lips are red, your soul is mine. 
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A ruined column marks each shrine; 
O'er Babylon the weeds grow fast ; 
O Queen of Love's immortal line, 
Your lips are red, your soul is mine! 
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VILLANELLE OF THE BRITISH 
MUSEUM. 

OGODS who crowned the Parthenon 
Of Pheidias and Pericles, 
How is your ancient glory gone! 

Our blinkard antiquaries con 

Your grand Panathenaic frieze, 

O Gods who crowned the Parthenon! 

The cultured maid, the painful Don, 
Unblasted, mete your nose and knees. 
How is your ancient glory gone! 

In troops of twenty gaze thereon 
Folk nasal-voiced from over-seas, 
O Gods who crowned the Parthenon! 

The yawning girl-school eddies on; 
The lovers giggle gallantries. 
How is your ancient glory gone! 
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Barbarians fell at Marathon; 
Have you no bolts for such as these? 
O Gods who crowned the Parthenon, 
How is your ancient glory gone! 
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THE MODERN PARNASSUS. 

BELOW, an immelodious youth who strums 
Incessant tunes of Sousa to his guests 
Stamping applause. Next door, a child a-grope, 
Slow but not sure, through long chromatic scales 
That crawl like sleepy snakes to murder thought. 
Above, the sempiternal trumpeting 
Of antique gentlemen with fierce catarrhs ; 
Thumps of deciduous bodies; crepitation; ^ 
Doors banged; the angry squeal of furniture 
Roughly displaced ; harsh voices; hooting wind; 
Meanwhile, as obbligato from the road, 
A snarl of wheels, shrill cries, the twang and yell 
Of poignant street-pianos. 

Here we live; 
Thirst for the sacred silence of mute woods; 
Read Plato, and invoke the austere Muse. 
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THE INCANTATION OF IONE. 

*I£yf , £**£ tw rifvov e/Aov ttot) d&fjuz rov avdpa. 

Theocr. Id. II. 

O YELLOW sands and shifting purple sea, 
And murmuring music of the crescent tide, 
I charge you, lure my lover back to me 
Before my heart has died. 

O little ships that press the barren foam 
With amorous breasts, or woo the wanton breeze, 
Spread your white sails and whirl my lover home 
Across the glinting seas. 

O golden poppies, dashed with the clean, clear surf 
Where the pale sea-flower with the land-flower 

blends 
And in a tapestry of thyme and turf 
The earth's luxuriance ends, 
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THE INCANTATION OF IONE 

• 

O pallid poppies, charm him, lure him hither! 
He loved your dusky leaves, your delicate gold, 
And sighed to see your wilted petals wither 
When Boreas blew a-cold. 

O sea birds, you who furl your weary wings 
Where the grim nesses scowl across the waves, 
O swallows from the eaves of swarthy kings 
And Attic architraves, 

Fly south and find the boy who snared my soul 
And burnt my body with his cruel lips ; 
Whether upon the long and lonely mole 
Amid the dusky ships 

He loiters, when the fruit-sellers have gone, 
Watching the kindled lamp of Ptolemy 
Paint a broad riband of vermilion 
Across the placid sea, 

Or, lying in the bosky Latmian shade, 
He hears the bees hum in the drowsy heat, 
And sees the flickering sun-shaft in the glade 
Flash on the nimble feet 

Of woodland nymphs who run from Pan's embrace; 
And dreams there till the milky moon's return 
Weaves snares of silver round his resting-place 
Of moss and fragrant fern; 
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Whether he taste the spume of the furthest sea, 
Or tread with fearful step earth's ultimate rim, 
Or eat the sad fruit of Persephone, 
I charge you, summon him, 

O southward-faring wind and wandering waves 
And birds as frail and fair as blown sea-foam ; 
Clamour my grief in all your resonant caves, 
And lure my lover home! 
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REQUIEM. 

NO more the forests leafy eloquence, 
The amber sunset glow on time-worn towers, 
The passionate cry of the wind, the ecstasy 
Of all the sudden voices of the sea 
Shall haunt you through long hours, 
Nor wound as when, imprisoned in the dense 
Colossal coils of London, every sense 
Burned, with a caged bird's agony, to flee 
From streets where tide and tempest and torn sail 
Seemed phantoms of a half-remembered tale, 
And dimmest dreams the yellow, soft sea flowers. 

O friend of friends! What wan, uncharted coast 
Holds npw those printless feet? What melody 
Of undeflowered wave and virgin tide 
Soothes your cold ear ? What ship, ah me, may ride 
That starless, chilly sea? 
Not now I sail; yet, though the nethermost 
Dull keep of death immure your languid ghost, 
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REQUIEM 

Ah! when the dawn comes suddenly, eager-eyed 
To gild the unsunned waste of sad, grey sands, 
Will you not cry, and stretch out yearning hands 
To me, O friend and brother, even to me? 
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THE SNOW QUEEN. 

SHE sits within her secret cave, 
The voiceless snows surround her; 
The frost-ferns on her windows wave, 
The gleaming ice has bound her, 
And only once, and only once 
A mortal ever found her. 

The jewels in her carcanet 
Flash like the stars above her; 
Where her immortal throne is set 
No eagle dares to hover, 
But long ago, ah ! long ago 
She kissed a mortal lover. 

He crossed the jagged glacier streams 
He scaled the bleak abysm, 
He climbed to where her palace gleams 
A green and sapphire prism ; 
Her lips were pale; the blood on his 
Was their betrothing chrism. 
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THE SNOW QUEEN 

Her dead face flushed to living red, 

He felt her cold limbs shiver, 

And clasped her close with hands that bled 

And watched her eyelids quiver; 

Her heart stirred, as a ship in Spring 

Stirs in a thawing river. 

She raised her mute mouth to his kiss, 
Her pallid arms enwound him; 
And even in his extreme bliss 
Death, her dark brother, found him. 
The snowflakes fluttered in his hair; 
King of the snows they crowned him. 

She sits beneath the steely skies 

Death ever lurks behind her, 

And she is old and very wise, 

Nor God nor man may bind her. 

But still she dreams, poor Queen! She dreams 

Her lover comes to find her. 
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CHILDREN'S SONG ON MAY-DAY 
MORNING. 

(From an unpublished drama.) 

Girls. 

WHITHER away, whither away, 
Wander ye ere the birth of day? 

Boys. 
Homeward fare we; we have been 
A- visiting the Fairy Queen ; 
Have teased her team of snails, and seen 
Her quick-heeled elves in suits of green. 
Now we all return again 
With the gifts she sends to men. 

Girls. 
Who may see her? Who may dare 
The guarded path that coils to where 
Her pinnacled palace melts in air? 
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CHILDREN'S SONG 

Boys. 
None may know her secret home, 
With its crystal towers and rainbow dome, 
And battlements like the blown sea-foam. 
Yet he that is of mortal born 
May visit her on this May-day morn 
If his heart be clean of sin ; 
And where a wise man may not win 
A craftless child may enter in. 

Girls. 
O craftless children, saw ye her? 

Boys. 
Where the fairies dance, and where 
The hedge-pig and the wood-mouse brown 
Sit within their scalloped lair 
Blinking at the diamond crown 
In Titania's tawny hair, 
We lay close, all eyes, all ears, 
Whilst the elfin dulcimers 
Clinked a tune for tiny feet; 
And aloft upon a throne 
Wrought of hollow opal-stone, 
Golden-mailed King Oberon 
Sat beside his lady sweet. 
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DIRGE OF SUMMER. 

SUMMER is dead to-day. 
The night was full of moaning and sad sound, 
Querulous voices, immelodious chants; 
The leaves, like tiny ghosts, tap-tapped the panes 
Until the tardy dawn. So dark it was 
That day seemed more than miracle as I gazed, 
Sleepless for sorrow, o'er the bleak dim downs. 



Summer is dead to-day. 

The eyes of morn were dashed with tears; but 

soon 
Wild transient sunshafts swept across the plain 
Like panic-stricken multitudes that fled 
From some stupendous carnage. Warmth and light, 
Sun and sweet air awhile for us. Anon 
There came a little moaning wind that made 
The light seem sickly and the sweet air stale. 
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DIRGE OF SUMMER 

Summer is dead to-day. 

The Maenad winds have torn her delicate limbs, 

The great rains drown her suddenly; all her leaves 

Are ruined as a wizard script deflowered 

By huge barbaric hands. O wild, sweet soul! 

Return, return! what comfort can we find 

In autumn's shrivelled woods, who loved you so? 

In winter's dusky shrine, — who loved you so? 
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VARIATIONS UPON OXFORD. 

Tra la, tra la, la, la, la, laire, 
Qui ne connait pas ce motif? 

Th£ophile Gautier. 



I. 

YOUR wizard hands evoke to-night 
A haunting, well-remembered air, 
And as you play by candle light 
I dream within your deepest chair; 

Freed by your touch, the wild notes sail 
And flutter like blown leaves of sound 
Or listlessly and sadly trail, 
Ruined rose petals, to the ground; 

It is the tune that I have missed 
And yearned to hear for many a day, 
It is the rhapsody of Liszt 
That long ago you used to play. 
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VARIATIONS UPON OXFORD 

II. 

Outside, the city, ceaselessly 
Beneath its cold electric moons 
Throbs like a sombre symphony 
Of drums and basses and bassoons; 

But I can see, amid the sweet 

And gallant pageant of my dreams, 

Another city, at whose feet 

The Thames, unsullied, glides and gleams ; 

I hear the curfew rise and fall 
In the wild wind, and I can see 
The bright room in the old grey wall 
Where first I heard Liszt's rhapsody. 

III. 

The vision shifts ; the day appears ; 
I see the bridge, the stream, again, 
And like a spell-bound flight of spears 
The gilded vanes of Magdalen ; 

The fresh breeze blows ; in every tree 
Awakes a matutinal choir; 
The ardent sun's artillery 
Sets all the dewy roofs on fire, 
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And pearl-hued from the pearly foam 
Of morning mist, I see arise 
The sloping shoulders of the dome, 
The sharp spire's filmy traceries. 

IV. 

Waking from her winter's trance, 
Pale, yet flushing faint to red, 
The strange sweet princess of Romance 
Rises from her cloudy bed; 

Dreamy-eyed and dark, she passes, 
When the mirth of May begins, 
Where the reeds and nodding grasses 
1 Hum like fairy violins; 

Past the purple rushes, fleeter 
Than the morning wind, she flies ; 
All the yellow kingcups greet her, 
And the flecked fritillaries. 



The heavy scent of lilac floats 
Across the golden Christ Church meads, 
To where our joined, unguided boats 
Shoulder their slow course through the reeds ; 
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VARIATIONS UPON OXFORD 

And still at intervals there comes 
The measured moan and hiss of oars, 
The bourdon note of muffled drums 
From where a distant lasher roars, 



And the soft rustling of the vole 

Who sees our prow advance, and shoots 

Like a grey arrow down his hole 

Beneath the tough, gnarled hawthorn roots. 

Above the meadow's hazy veil 

The happy larks have soared, each one 

Like a freed soul afire to scale 

The golden ladders of the sun,— 



The sun, whose royal alms are flung 
Broadcast into the lap of her 
Who boasts a thousand diamonds strung 
On every thread of gossamer. 

And over the yellow meadow land 
And all along the water's way, 
Summer and youth go hand in hand 
Beneath the burdened boughs of May. 
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VI. 

O bride arrayed in rose and gold, 
O daughter of a thousand Springs, 

dear, grey city, where of old 

1 snared awhile joy's wayward wings ; 

How soon youth's bright inheritance 

Is spent; how soon the Spring flower dies! 

How soon the princess of Romance 

Has vanished from our task-dimmed eyes! 

All passes, only you remain 
Inviolate, the Queen of dreams; 
In vain the villas choke your plain, 
In vain the mills pollute your streams ; 

In vain new Vandals desecrate 
Worn wall and tower and pinnacle; 
Beyond their grasp your soul is set 
Immortal and invulnerable; 

The soul ! the shining soul that kissed 
My lips already grim with pain ; 
The spirit that the chords of Liszt 
Waft like a perfume to my brain. 
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WHO knows her not must question her, 
knows 
Her vulgar semblance hates her; but to those 
Who learn from dreams to love her mystery 
She seems the pulse of earth, — her din the vast 
Echo of Life's triumphant trumpet blast; 
Grand as the giant hills and monstrous sea. 



Who 
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A HALTING-PLACE IN TUSCANY. 

HERE Time and Death have held assize 
And exiled Life. The very flowers 
Seem dwindled as a ghost that lies 
In Proserpine's unhappy bowers. 

The blinding yellow sunlight burns 
The fresco bleaching on the wall ; 
Foul lichens mar the marble urns, 
And like a murdered seneschal 

The god of boundaries, whose wrath 
Was scourge to orange thieves, lies low; 
The weeds have triumphed; in the path 
I seem to hear the grasses grow. 

Thin sprawling briars clutch my sleeve; 
I pluck strange roses; evening rain 
Brings veiling mists where I perceive 
Wraiths of dead queens and lovers slain; 
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A HALTING-PLACE IN TUSCANY 

And with the purple night there grows 
The murmur of an ancient lute;> 
Long-coffined fingers steal my rose 
And press its heart to lips long mute. 



A place of ghosts! But I will fare 
Beyond Carrara's gleaming caves 
And Pisa's dome and tower, to where 
The tawny Arno stains the waves. 
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IN FLORENCE. 

LIKE music tombed in marble, Giotto's tower 
Sheer from the city's heart soared an them - 
wise; 
Framed in the ardent azure of the skies 
The umber dome crowned all that exquisite dower 
Of splendid, antique years. Yet, at the hour 
Most dim with dawn, I, hearkening, heard arise 
From those great valves the hollow voice that cries 
I O pomp of Florence, withered like a flower! 

But when the evening fell another voice 
Swam in the mist athwart the darkening plain 
And cried, O goal of D ant J s love and scorn, 
O town of Michelangelo, rejoice! 
Since from the anguish of thy womb were born 
Immortal Art, immortal love and pain. 
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THE WARNING. 

NEVER ask me to unbind 
Bonds that are my spirit's sheath, 
Lest perchance, O love, you find 
Nothing fair beneath. 

Spoilers of a Pyramid 
Chancing on a mummy case, 
Break away the painted lid ; 
From the shrunken face 

Wrench the mask of hammered gold 
Scarcely dimmed by years that saw 
Fiery stars grow faint and cold, 
Worlds burn out like straw ; 

And unwind the web that clings 
To grotesque, thin limbs that trod 
On the necks of smitten kings 
Like the feet of God. 
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THE WARNING 

But the face, like one that gleams 
In a mirror as it breaks, 
Fades; the limbs collapse like dreams 
When the dreamer wakes. 

So my heart, enswathed within 
Perfumed bonds of ancient pain, 
Falls to dust when you begin 
Search where it is lain. 

Never ask me to unbind 
Bonds that are my spirit's sheath, 
Lest perchance, O love, you find 
Nothing fair beneath. 



61 



SORROW AND SPRING. 

O SPIRIT of Spring, 
It was no dream 
When by the stream 
I heard you sing, 
For here, to-day, 
O'er the slender grasses 
Like a sunbeam passes 
The soul of May. 

With back-blown hair 
And wild kind eyes 
She flashes, she flies 
Through the radiant air; 
Swift as she goes 
The birds have seen her, 
The grass is greener, 
The buds unclose. 
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SORROW AND SPRING 

Alas! their bliss 
I may not share; 
O Spring, I dare 
Ask only this: 
Take, take away 
Dread of to-morrow's 
Harvest of sorrows, 
Spring, for one day. 
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MAY MORNING. x 

SHE died at midnight while she slept, 
So peacefully, we might not know 
When sleep and death joined hands. We wept; 
She lay at rest, as pale as snow. 

And this was on the eve of May, 
The hyacinths were waxen tall, 
And at the breaking of the day 
The song birds held high festival. 

Within the darkened room we stayed 
Until the sun began to thrust 
Uncertain fingers through the shade 
And tiny, restless specks of dust 

Danced in the level shafts of light; 
Dully I watched them rise and fall, 
Like a sick man who all the night 
Watches the pattern on the wall 
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MAY MORNING 

Until it lives within his brain, 
And when he shuts his fevered eyes 
He sees it writhe and wax and wane, 
A haunting horror till he dies. 

Slowly the hours of vigil died, 
The dreadful first-fruits of the May, 
And softly from the dead girl's side 
The silent watchers stole away. 

I knelt there still; my senses fled, 

I knew not anything at all, 

Nor dared to look upon the dead, 

But watched the light creep up the wall. 

(Ah! when she died my soul died too ; 
My spirit sank in an eclipse 
Darker than all the dark that drew 
The lines of peace about her lips.) 

At last I looked at her. She lay 
So like a slender child asleep, 
A child outwearied with her play, 
For very love I might not weep, 

Nor kiss her lest I broke her dreams, 
Only I touched her hair at last, 
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MAY MORNING 

And as one whelmed in ocean-streams 
Sees the dead vista of the past 

Spread like a page before his eyes, 

And lives ten years 'twixt wave and wave, 

So, touching her, I saw arise 

Joy's phantom from its new-made grave. 

And all the ghosts of sweet dead days, 
And wraiths of sweeter days unborn, 
Passed in the pageant of her praise 
Who lay asleep on May-day morn. 

O speak once more, most peaceful lips 7 
Smile once again, flower-like face 7 
// is my blood, not yours, that drips 
Upon DeatKs dreadful altar-place. 
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WINTER IN SUMMER. 

O ROSES dreaming o'er the pond, 
Your beauty stabs my heart to-day, 
And nurtures anguish far beyond 
All sorrow born of your decay; 
For scarce a year has drooped to Death 
Since, where your briars tremble now, 
I kissed her hair, and felt her breath 
Like sacred fire upon my brow. 

The sun Is king again; the herds 

Slouch to the stream and muse knee-deep ; 

The songs of all the happy birds 

Are charms to summon June from sleep ; 

I only know, who hear them sing, 

And watch the slender tendrils wave, 

Death's winter has no flower-sweet Spring 

Nor Love a spell to cheat the grave. 
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IN MEMORIAM, W. B. L. A. 

THE blood is shed, the tumults cease; 
Above the din and cries of pain 
The silver clarion of peace 
Rings out across the ruined plain; 

The midnight cannon's sudden roar 
No longer bursts the bars of sleep, 
The shrieking shells are spent; no more 
The smitten houses, heap on heap, 

Fall in the town's beleaguered walls, 
And where the pitted armies met 
Like two fierce waves, the lizard crawls ; 
And here and there a violet, 

Shy harbinger of peace, makes fair 
The nameless graves of famous dead ; 
The birds return, and everywhere 
The trampled grass uplifts its head. 
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"Ah! now that all the toil is done, 
The reeking waste of warfare crossed, 
And England's sword flames like a sun, 
Is this the time to count the cost? 

" Now, — when each petty traitor waits 
To catch a hint of our decline ; 
Each rat we harbour in our gates, 
Digging his ineffectual mine? 

" Now, — when our regiments return 
Diminished, and throughout the land 
The festal lights of welcome burn 
To hail a weary, sunburnt band 

" That struggled in an alien clime 
To save the fame we wellnigh lost, — 
Is this," you cry, " is this the time 
To reckon up the bitter cost?" 

Ah! splendid is a victory, 
Splendid a weary, sunburnt band, — 
Splendid to know our flag floats free 
O'er yet another alien land; 

Cry out the song of triumph! Yet, 
For all your crying, there are some 
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Who never, never, may forget 

Its dreadful price, — the lips all dumb, 

The bloodstained face, the sightless eyes 
The dead man buried where he fell ; 
Ah! what are all those empty cries 
Compared with him they loved so well? 

Can public joy avail to stanch 
The hopeless tears of private grief? 
Can glory heal the broken branch, 
The ruined pillar, that was chief 

And pride of all the house? Ah, no; 
Alas for those who mourn the slain, 
For countries come and countries go, 
But loved ones go, nor come again. 

O valiant hearts, all pulseless now, 
O sightless eyes, once lit with mirth ; 
O strong young limbs, O radiant brow 
All forfeit to the cruel earth, 

O lips that laughed, O brain that schemed ; 
O pallid cheeks we may not kiss, 
O sunlit soul that soared and dreamed, 
Were you all perfected for this, — 
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To sob yo^r life out slowly, slain 
By the chance bullet of some foe 
Unseen, nor yet to conquer pain 
By striking one last desperate blow? 

Lo, here Fate's end, when slow she thrust 
Man upward from the primal brute, — 
A bladeless hilt, a little dust, 
A shattered, immelodious lute. 

For this, for this they drew their breath 
And glowed like Gods with youth and pride ; 
And Life is but a toy for Death 
To seize and break and cast aside. 

Nay, peace. Not thus should we lament 
Heroic souk who fought and bled; 
Let manlier hope with grief be blent, 
And though our hearts be wellnigh dead 

With pain, — though weeping women mark 
Loved pathways where their lost ones trod ; 
Poor widowed souls that in the dark 
Moan out their bitter grief to God, — 

Can we not soothe our misery 
In the old, sad, familiar way? 
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" Lost in the full, fierce ecstasy + 
Of strife, they happy died," we say, 

41 And falling nobly thus, they wrought 
The climax of their destiny, 
And passed the starry stair, and caught 
The hands of immortality." 

O happy, gallant souls, that soared 
Like eagles up to Nature's breast, 
Your goal is reached, your great reward! 
But what of us who sadly rest 

In this imperfect light below? 
Can we do aught but curse the strife 
Which stole the hearts we worshipped so, 
And dashed the sunshine from our life? 

Ah, let us be content to wait; 
It profits not to whine and rave ; 
We cannot loose the lips of Fate 
Nor probe the dumb, mysterious grave. 

We may not read the secret rune 
That shrouds the law of life and death; 
The world is but a broken tune, 
A snatch of melody, a breath 
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Of song appearing harsh to ears 
Which only catch the opening phrase ; 
But we shall hear the rythmic spheres, 
And tread at last the warded ways ; 

Till, breaking every earthly bond, 
We see the soldier's Eucharist 
Beyond the darkness, and beyond 
The scars of men, the wounds of Christ. 
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RENUNCIATIONS. 

TIRED of undeviating days 
And custom's prison-round, I said 
" I will renounce the warded ways 
Whereon my feet were wont to tread ; 

" I will forsake the lowlier ground, 
The life that like strong ivy clings 
About my soul, and pass beyond 
The portal of diviner things; 

" Achieving then an austere course 

Far from the level paths I trod, 

My strength shall take the Heavens by force, 

And I shall see the face of God," 

O arduous wastes of thought and pain! 
To some your very thorns are fair, 
But yet, — the roses in the lane, 
And the wide sea, — how sweet they were! 
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THE END. 

WHEN I am lying in my grave, 
Ah! surely I shall sometimes hear 
The midnight murmur of the wave; 
And when the dawn comes opal-clear 

Above the far horizon's rim 
And steals across the sombre sea, 
Shall I not stir each straitened limb 
And, half-awakened, drowsily 

Hear the faint call of sleepy birds, 
The timorous flutter of their wings, 
And know that o'er the earth which girds 
My narrow house, all sentient things 

Share the sweet privilege of light; 
Wake to a life, ah God! how fair? 
Ah then, poor prisoner of the night, 
Shall I not care, shall I not care? 
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EPITAPH FOR THE AUTHOR'S 
TOMBSTONE. 

NO child beloved of the Gods, nor born 
In the fortunate glow of a climbing star; 
No prince, no hero of hope forlorn 
Was the dust beneath me, tra la la. 

Fame, a harlot, as all assert 
Who slide from the slope of her hazardous car, 
Passed him by with a close-drawn skirt 
Like an honest woman, tra la la. 

Wealth he knew not, nor greed of place, 
But loved green valleys, and wandered far 
Counting the voluble waves that race 
O'er the scrambling shingles, tra la la. 

Faith he lost where the cities sweat 

In grime to the sky, where the dogmas are, 

But found in meadow and rivulet 

A foolish comfort, tra la la. 
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EPITAPH FOR AUTHOR'S TOMBSTONE 

He died, and was buried under me, 
Hopeless, heedless of Avatar, 
Far from the city, close to the sea, 
Tra la, tra la la, la, la, la, la! 
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THE SECOND PART 



A CROSS the amethystine sea, beyond the rumour 
of the tide, 
I watched the gates of dark divide before the day that 

was to be; 
And when the earliest shepherd lad went singing up 

the windy wold 
The morn arose in white and gold, in rose and gold 

the day was clad, 
I passed the outpost of the flowers and turned to scale 

the mountain height, 
For I was weary of the night and weary of the speech- 

less hours. 

Like wind about a ruined tomb I heard the murmur 

of the sea, 
The moan that is the threnody of all the dead within 

its womb; 
A voice was whispering in the trees whose fretted 

shadows on the lawn 
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Seemed dusky, subtle patterns drawn by some fantastic 

Japanese. 
The candid eyes of every flower were bright with dew 

like happy tears; 
My heart alone was thronged with fears; I, I alone, 

had pain for dower. 
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SONG. 

THE fruits of the Hesperides 
Are buried in forgotten climes, 
Or fathoms deep beneath the seas 
Lie shining where the muffled chimes 
Of wrecked ships' bells still vaguely sound; 

But could those apples now be found 
No cause of discord would they prove 
Nor stirrers up of weary wars, 
But straight to thee would fall, O love, 
Whose eyes outshine the Orient stars! 
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RouakoOpov a&avar Afpo&ira, 

Ucu Aioft foxbirkoicE 

Sappho. 

CHILD of the God who ruled all Gods with fire, 
Immortal, opal-throned, exceeding wise; — 
O star of Greece, how vain the Lesbian lyre 
Since all thy doves have sought serener skies! 
Yea, from the dreary vista of the world 
Like scattered lily leaves they fled, until they furled 

At last in heaven every wearied wing; 

And now no more grave boy or slender maid 

Lay on thine altars spoil or offering, 

For we have grown too worldly wise, too staid 

In these last days, and such sweet reverence 

Is vetoed by our murky god, cold commonsense. 

Ah! Cytherea, daughter of the wave, 
Queen of those mighty lovers who of old 
Gazed in each other's eyes until the grave 
And hell and heaven seemed like vain things told 
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nOIKIAOGPON* A0ANAT' AfcPOAITA 

In some dull fable, — golden star of Love, 
Goddess! Return, return to this dead earth and prove 

Thy splendid empire yet undesolate; 
And though our lips are wan with worshipping 
The cold grim lords whose feet we kissed of late, 
Yet, when their winter wanes before thy Spring, 
We shall renew the song of her whose home 
Clung to the cliffs that breast the fierce Aegean foam. 

Alas! The ancient faiths are worn away, 
And we are bent beneath an alien yoke ; 
The golden age is o'er, the age of clay 
Dawns ominous, and even as the folk 
That cringed beneath dark Pharaoh's cruel rod, 
With bleeding hands built Egypt's walls until their 
God 

Smote the Red Sea's fierce mouth, that they might 

tread 
Dry-footed over its most secret sands; 
So we poor slaves who eat the bitter bread 
Of self-inflicted bondage, mar our lands 
With temples of toil's grim idolatry, 
And crush the hope and youth in hearts that should 

be free. 
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nOIKIAOGPON* A0ANAT AfcPOAITA 

Here chill convention holds his arid court, 
With deft hypocrisy for chatelaine. 
The new Evangel of the world is taught, 
Tacitly here ; Use all thy wit to gain 
Wealth and high place; enshroud thy subtleties 
From all but thine own heart; small matter what it 
sees. 

The holy name of Love has now become 
A watchword on the painted lip of Sin 
Yea, to thy desolate temple there has come 
A horror with dull, snaky eyes and thin 
Wide mouth, that sits upon thine opal throne, 
Decked with the bright flowers that were once thy 
crown alone. 

And avarice has set his skinny hands 

Upon the throat of piteous charity; 

And want has tethered with its iron bands 

The soul that should have soared perpetually, 

And bigotry and foolish pride have cast 

Their nets on simple kindness, and enclose it fast. 

Life dies; the Kingdom Beautiful decays; 
Its queen has passed beyond the stencilled sky 
Implacable and silent, and in place 
Of her dominion, Mammon, throned high, 
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IIOIKIAO0PON' A0ANAT' AfcPOAITA 

Watches with slanting eyes each downcast land 
That faints and languishes beneath the heavy hand 

Of his detested dynasty, whose kings 

Are Pomp, and Pride, and Lust that haunts the 

marts; 
Our flesh is cut with their whips, the iron rings 
Wherewith they chain us eat into our hearts. 
All day they smite, and even when we lie 
Death-sick, they will not loose our bonds that we 

may die. 

Perchance I sound too harsh a note; perchance 
There yet are some who strive for Beauty's sake, 
Nor bow the knee to sordid circumstance. 
These, in the general night of sloth, awake 
And tireless, sprinkle still the sacred flame 
With scented dust, and though the vile account it 
shame 

To tend Art's altars and Love's ruined shrine, 
And leave the quest of gold and empty show, 
They bring their chaplets still, and in the fine 
Rare aether of their dreamy world they know 
A truer and more vivid life than all 
The self-enslaved who throng the steps of fortune's 
hall. 
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I1OIKIAO0PON' AGANAT' AOTOAITA 

But ah! how wanes the small devoted band! 
O thou, who once above the yeasty brine 
Flame-like, effulgent, in thy car didst stand, 
And life was still, and knew itself divine; 
Incarnate Love! return, return to this 
Dead age, and raise its eyelids with thy perfect kiss. 

Nay, peace! She dwells not nigh, nor will she heed 
The youthful querulous note, the feeble plaint 
Of any weak and immelodious reed; 
But in a drowsy land she lies, where faint 
And foolish things our mighty sorrows seem; 
And lulled in everlasting sleep, she does but dream 

Of Hellas, and of Heaven undeflowered, 

And dull Adonis, scornful of the prize 

That Ocean's secret treasury had dowered 

With Love's own limbs and hair and tender eyes. 

Beyond the furthest Orient's purple door, 

She rests on an enchanted couch for evermore. 

And never to the yellow Paphian sands 
Her rosy shell may drift before the breeze, 
Until God slip the leashes of all lands 
And snap the fetters of the captive seas ; 
For it has quested o'er a darker deep, 
And lies at anchor in the crystal port of sleep. 
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Alas! she will not wake. No wind of morn 
Flutters the petals of those flower-like eyes; 
And though Adonis from his dainty horn 
Poured silver argument, she would not rise; 
Yea though at Byblos Love's wild streams run red 
She cares not, being as the least of all the dead. 

Yet, Goddess, if to that dim bourne may drift 
One waif of all my ruined flowers of rhyme; 
Grant me to watch the latter darkness lift, 
And see thy star undimmed by Death and Time. 
O Flame of Life, return! O World's Desire! 
Great daughter of the God who ruled all Gods with 
fire. 
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DE PROFUNDIS. 



I. 



LIFE'S heavy hand is laid upon my brain, 
And as the dumb draw pictures in the air 
To manifest their need, my soul lays bare, 
In words like uncouth gestures, all its pain. 
How shall I sing — I, in whose heart the strain 
Which should have soared to God, has lost its 

wings? 
What portion mine of earth's diviner things, 
Seeing that my soul may not be born again ? 

O blood, O tears! Was all for this, — to throw 

Another jarring note upon the lyre, 

To add a discord to discordancy? 

Nay, peace ; since in my darkened heart I know 

God's voice, love strong past death and past 

desire, 
And all the inmost secret of the sea. 
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DE PROFUNDIS 



II. 



To drift alone like any derelict ship, 
The ruined plaything of the wind and wave; 
To bare my soul's deep secret to each knave 
And make my name a by-word on his lip ; 
To cast my peace on passion's knee, to strip 
The sweet of pleasure's vineyard, — live a slave 
Of every lording whim ; — is this the grave 
Where buried lies mine austere scholarship ? 

Yea, as a face in some dull disc of steel 
Gleams faintly, so the ancient, strenuous years, — 
My birthright, which I bartered for the dross, — 
Shine through a blurring mist of wrong and tears. 
Ghastly with every wound that Life could deal, 
I see my soul nailed to its crimsoned cross. 



III. 

Ah! what a sorry pleasaunce I have wrought 
Of all the wrecks and ruins of the years! 
I planted pain and tended it with tears; 
Sowed patience, high ambition, arid thought. 
And as in some forsaken garden-court 
The flaunting darnels shake their fretted spears 
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DE PROFUNDIS 

Where lilies dreamed, so triumph all my fears, 
And all my warded wisdom comes to nought. 

Yet still amid the sad luxuriance, 

The waste of weed and thorn, one blossom gleams 

Of all the faded garlands of my dreams; 

For like a rose that clings about a tomb 

Love flames triumphant in the court of doom, 

Mocking the script of Death's inheritance! 



IV. 

When the long annals of the perished earth 
Are wasted in a last oblivion, 
And with the brain that brought its wraiths to birth 
Dark memory's cruel glass to dust has gone; 
O, then, when Chaos and the naked night 
Have hurled Life headlong from his ancient seat, 
My lips shall breathe your name in Death's despite ; 
I shall but be corruption's counterfeit. 

Death has no dart to murder love like mine, 
Love forged of all dead souls, aflame in one; 
Though he the milky moon incarnadine 
And quench the secret sources of the sun. 
And lo! discrowned, his empire gone, he kneels 
Chained before Love's triumphant chariot wheels. 
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NOCTURNE. 

LAUGHTER, and glaring lights, 
And the languid scent of tuberoses, 
And a tired boy, who dozes 
By the door that hides the night; 

Wine-flushed faces that seem 

Like masks, with their foolish, glassy stare, 

And women, with tumbled hair, 

Like shapes in a sick man's dream. 

Yet some memory, in this place, 

'Mid the heady flowers, and the wine and smoke, 

In my brain draws stroke by stroke, 

Like a subtle artist, your face. 

As a pilgrim dying of drouth 
Sees fruit and streams in the desert's glare, 
I see the flood of your hair, 
And the scarlet fruit of your mouth. 
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NOCTURNE 

Ah love, for the lack of you ! 
But ah! that this memory of your face 
Should gleam in so vile a place, 
And sting my heart anew. 

Loud is the noise of the night, 
Heavy the scent of the tuberoses, 
Yet the tired boy still dozes 
Uneasily, 'neath the light. 

I hate the garish light, 
And the languid scent of the tuberoses, 
And the world where no repose is 
When the snakes of memory bite. 

Return, O love, with your changeful eyes, 
And your slender arms, and your clinging fingers; 
Return, O love, to your love, who lingers 
In a hell of memories! 
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THE SAILOR. 

OH ! subtly scented was your home 
And sweet your song to me, 
But I was sick for the smell of the foam 
And mad for the moaning sea. 

Like a cruel snake you bound me fast 
Your hot lips bruised my neck; 
But I lusted for the mutinous mast 
And the spinning, drunken deck. 

Oh what to me your wanton dress; 
Your bosom bright and bare, 
Who won the Storm Queen's fierce caress 
And lay in her wet wild hair ? 

Oh what to me your hectic joy, 
Knelled by the chiming hour, 
Who boast the whole sweet sea for toy 
And Death for paramour ? 
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THE GREAT GULF FIXED. 

I LOOKED into your eyes and held your hand ; 
My heart was burnt up even as a dry brand 
In the hot tempest of your beauty's flame. 
But you, — alas ! what could you understand ? 

What could you understand of love or shame ? 
Albeit desire clutched hard your throat and came 
Upon you swiftly, like a fierce disease 
That slays the gambler jesting o'er the game. 

Yea, though like leaves that shudder in the breeze 
Your curved lips trembled with strange ecstasies ; 
Though all your body flamed to one sweet rose, 
Your soul slept on, unpassionate, at ease. 

O dreadful ghost of lust and shame that grows 
Each hour ! O bitter blossoms that unclose ! 
My soul is whirling in the wind of hell ; 
Your soul is sleeping still, nor cares, nor knows. 
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EX VINCULIS. 

BEFORE the opalescent dome of dawn 
Flakes with green fire the jewels of the lawn, 
And paints the purple parchment of the skies, 
I watch thy shadowy eyes. 

Yea, ere the pallid hand of morning write 
Day's argument upon the scroll of night, 
And ere the gradual gilding of the sea, 
I watch thine eyes and thee. 

Like thee in Hell and Heaven there is not one; 
In the old sea and the immortal mountains none ; 
Neither the cavernous moon nor any earth 
Bore witness to thy birth. 

For ere the courses of the stars were set, 
Ere yet the sun was molten, and ere yet 
God fashioned men and men refashioned God, 
Past was thy period. 
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EX VINCULIS 

Ah! who can see how from thy soul's fierce lips 
The warm blood of a myriad lovers drips? 
Nay, who is he that, seeing, would abjure 
Thy cruel crimson lure? 

Day comes; the smoke of night drifts out uncurled 
From flowery places round about the world; 
Light, like a swallow, skims the water-ways; 
Ah! yet the end of days 

Tarries a little, that mine eyes may keep 
Their vigil o'er the cloudy lids of sleep, 
Till thine eyes open, and even as a scroll 
Thou read and rend my soul. 
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ROSES AND MASKS. 

GATHER the rose; yet soon the leaves will fall, 
Unmasking all the cruel thorns beneath; 
Drink deep life's wine; yet certainly your teeth 
Were less on edge with vinegar and gall. 

The roses fade; their petals are but grey 
Sad phantoms of the wonders that they were ; 
The love and laughter that we found so fair, — 
Ashes and dust and pallid shame, to-day. 

The old, old play drags to its bitter end; 
The dreary mummers strut about the stage; 
Seduction, lying, envy, malice, rage, 
The broken promise, the forsaken friend. 

God! what a sorry pantomime it is; 
Oneself at once the clown and audience; 
The clown with aching heart and wit's pretence, 
The audience self-condemned by its vile hiss! 
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AD MATREM SUAM. 

MOTHER whom I have never known, 
Mother whom I might scarcely see, 
I wander helpless and alone; 
Come back and comfort me. 

How I have dreamed of your dear eyes, 
And felt in sleep your tender hands 
Lighten my load of miseries 
And loosen all the bands 

Of frowardness that warped the heart 
Of your most hapless, erring boy, 
And watched my cold, hard pride depart, 
And touched the lips of joy. 

Adrift in seas of doubt and pain, 
Without a helm, my ship has gone ; 
Oh take me to breast again, 
Oh save your drowning son ! 
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AD MATREM SUAM 

Mother whom I have never known, 
Mother whom I might scarcely see ; 
I wander helpless and alone, 
Come back, and comfort me. 
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THE DEATH OF SUMMER. 

OUR love was twin to summer; it was born 
When all the stainless tracery of the thorn 
Shook with the passion of the nightingales. 
Our love was sealed to summer and all her flowers 
Touching its zenith with her midmost hours, 
And with her dwindling harvest moon it fails. 

For even as you came to me, I heard 

Poor, dying summer's languid ultimate word 

Breathe from the parched gray grass and burnt-up 

tree; 
I heard the moan of life too tired to sing, 
The sigh of earth grown old in fruit-bearing, 
The sobbing of the broken-hearted sea. 

The keen sea-wind had chilled your tremulous 

hands, 
And like sea-water stagnant on the sands 
In dim November dawns, your eyes were cold. 
Weak as a dream remembered in the noon 
The blunt and tarnished sickle of the moon 
Toiled through the clouds, irradiant, aimless, old. 
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THE DEATH OF SUMMER 

We met; we spoke. Alas! our words, our smiles, 
Were wastes of unimaginable miles 
Set betwixt heart and heart Oh! at that hour 
Had I but told my anguish; had you moaned! 
But I was mute because of pride dethroned ; 
Your mouth was listless as a bruised flower. 
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THE GHOST. 

EVEN as the slow retreat of the tired wave 
Follows the ultimate fullness of the tide, 
So passion, to the last kiss gratified, 
Ebbs from the heart What profit, then, to save 
The dreadful memory? Fill up the grave 
Of the intolerable changeling that has died, 
The thing called love, that is lust satisfied, 
The bitter lord of many a desperate slave. 

Tread down the earth; strew dust. Alas! no more 
Thy path shall be unhaunted; turn and fly; 
The phantom shall pursue thee till thou die 
Lost in a sallow wilderness where gleams 
No waveless water of Lethean streams, 
No lamp from any sleep-enshrouded shore. 
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THE BLIND SOUL. 

AS one who in a dusky tomb of kings 
Long loitering with his dreams, at last returns 
By a dim stairway hung with oozy ferns 
To the unpassionate road of common things, 
And sees his solemn, rich imaginings, 
Like plundered gold from antique, ruined urns, 
Melt in the fire of modern life, and yearns 
To hurl a net o'er Time's disastrous wings; 

So I, who long inhabited languidly 

The dim, hushed cave of passion, faring now 

From your faint eyes and beautiful pale brow, 

Am dead to earth and men ; blind, deaf as the grave 

To all the heartless laughter of the wave, 

And all the suns that burn the shrinking sky. 
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THE THIRD PART 



]\TOT all unprompted by the voice 

Of her who bids the breast rejoice 
Because, though wintry discords mar 
The tune of earth, aloof afar, 
The stencilled sky is eloquent 
With star-speech, and when boughs are rent 
Beneath the wild complaining wind, 
The rain-lashed valley, bare and blind, 
Flashes to instant gold, and Spring 
Laughs in the shrilling storm, — / sing. 
Her sway alone my heart has owned, 
The virgin goddess, slender-zoned; 
My songs are hers, my every sense 
Awaits her meet munificence. 
O April-eyed, come soon to me 
Athwart the hills, across the sea! 
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THE orient sky is touched with light, 
The morning air grows strangely sweet, 
And o'er the portals of the night 
Dawn passes with her pallid feet. 

Beyond the sea, beyond the mist 
The sun has burst his prison bars 
And risen in golden pomp, and kissed 
The happy country of the stars. 

And suddenly the splendour spreads, 
A mystic flower, across the sky, 
And all my roses raise their heads, 
And all my birds chirp drowsily. 
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THE CLERK AND THE PRINCESS. 

A certain poor clerk loved a king's daughter. And it 
chanced that the king's city was taken, and he and his fol- 
lowers killed, and his daughter carried out to the wilderness 
to perish of hunger and thirst. Then the poor clerk went to the 
wilderness, and found her after much searching, near death, 
yet he so cherished her that she died not for some days. And 
afterward the clerk drank of a strong poison, and died in 
her arms. 



THE hot, hard sand has cut her tender feet, 
The cruel sun her perfect face has kissed, 
And faintly now the fluttering pulses beat 

Where the veins show like threads of amethyst. 

Dull are the eyes that fired the blood of kings, 
The small, proud mouth must gasp for every 
breath; 

For crown about the royal brow there clings 
The dew that is the diadem of death. 

Yet glowed no beauty as her beauty glows 
Since, in the old world's golden infancy, 
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THE CLERK AND THE PRINCESS 

Sweet Cypris, whiter than the foam, arose, 
Effulgent, from the countless-crested sea. 

Her dainty head is pillowed on my breast, 
And all the glory of her golden hair 

Enwraps my limbs. Ah! not in vain the quest, 
And weary searching, since the prize is fair 

Beyond all dreams of lovers, — not in vain 
The nights of fever and the days of drouth, 

Since I at last may ease her body's pain 
And kiss away the anguish of her mouth. 

Yes, I, of all her worshippers the least, 

Who once rejoiced if by some happy chance 

I saw her beauty from afar, now feast 
Mine eyes all day upon her countenance. 

Oft on a high-day through the close-packed crowd 
I pushed and fought, content if I might see 

At last, her form, so slender and so proud, 
Reclining 'neath the purple canopy. 

For I was but a humble scrivener, 

Whilst she within the royal house did dwell, 

Nor could she ever know my love for her; 
Natheless it burnt as fierce as fire in Hell. 
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THE CLERK AND THE PRINCESS 

And now she is mine alone! Ah love, forgive; 

I cannot loathe the bitter hand of Fate, 
Though it decrees that you no longer live, 

Though it has hurled you from your high estate* 

God pardon me! I scarce can curse the foes 

Who bruised your whiteness with their bloody 
hands, 

And left you, like a plucked, discarded rose, 
Helpless and dying, in these barren lands. 

I cannot weep because your sire is dead, 

I can do nought but kiss your lips, and bless 

The sweet kind Fate that watched my path, and led 
My feet toward you in the wilderness. 

She ope'd her eyes a little while agone, 
And looked up into mine, for as she slept 

My face was very near to her. There shone 
Tears in the violet depths, and then there crept 

Slowly and doubtfully a sad, faint smile 
About the corners of her piteous mouth ; 

She gazed where, over many a sandy mile, 
Fierce glowed the arid sunshine of the South, 
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THE CLERK AND THE PRINCESS 

Then gently spake: "0 friend, who didst not shrink 
From one sore broken on false Fortune's wheel — 

I hungered, and you fed me — gave me drink 
When that I thirsted — would God I might kneel 



*' To pray that in your dire necessity 
Another care for you as you did care, 

Of your great love and charity, for me, 
The wretchedest of all whom men call fair. 



" But now the daylight faints, and over me 

The great enchanter spreads his sombre wings, 

And dimly in the distance I can see 

The pensive vale of unremembered things." 

She spake no more. The long-fringed lids above 
Her tired eyes slow drooped, her little hand 

Grew cold, and like a weary-winged dove 
Her spirit sought the distant twilight land. 

And that was many hours ago, and still 
I hold her lifeless body to my breast 

Nor shall it leave my constant arms until 
I go to join her on the last great quest. 
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THE CLERK AND THE PRINCESS 

The brazen sun sinks lower in the sky, 
And noiselessly the dark usurper, night, 

Steals o'er the desert. All around me cry 

The emerald-eyed fierce beasts that shun the light. 

A faint, fresh breeze comes over leagues of sand 
To cool my brow; grey shapes move to and fro 

Amid the gathering shadows; all the land 
Is shrouded. Ah! 'tis time that I should go 

Beyond Death's pillars to the House of Rest 
Where she, my empress, waits with flower-like 
arms 

Stretched forth in welcome to me, and her breast 
Quick-heaving with a thousand sweet alarms. 

A little step, and I shall cross the brink 

That is not dark, for there her dear eyes shine ; 

And that the journey may be swift, I drink 
This parting stirrup-cup of deadly wine. 

Ah! ever lead me onward, sad, sweet eyes, 
So shall I reach the end of Death's lpne way, 

Where, 'neath a dreamy country's doubtful skies 
The lamps of Love give everlasting day. 
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PLEIN AIR. 

THE East uncloses like a flower, 
And the morning peers through the hazes, 
And the sun ascends his cloudy tower 
And signals down to the daisies; 

Each little bird is a seneschal 
To welcome the flushed newcomer, 
And all the leaves sing a madrigal, 
And the fields are sweet with summer. 
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LULLABY. 

SWEETHEART, sleep; night spreads her pall 
Over the silent town ; 
And the far-off tide is musical 
Where the little lines of breakers fall, 
And the weary sun goes down. 

Sleep, oh sleep! for the world reposes; 
Droop your head like the tired roses; 
Dream till the daffodil dawn uncloses 
Over the sleepless sea. 

White birds drift to their dizzy nest 

Safe on the headland steep ; 

God's great rose is pale in the West, 

My little rose must sink to rest, 

And flower in the land of sleep. 

Sleep, for the wind of night is blowing 
Echoes faint of the cattle lowing, 
Drowsy scents of the long day's mowing 
Over the hills to me. 
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LULLABY 

Now the moon in a silver ship 

Steers through the starry sky, 

And the lighthouse at the harbour's lip, 

Where the clammy seaweeds cling and drip, 

Winks with his fierce red eye. 

Sleep, oh sleep! In the magic gloaming 
Glide to the land where the elves are roaming, 
Wake when the sun flames over the foaming 
Splendid spray of the sea! 
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SONG OF THE MOON. 

THE rosy splendour of the West 
Engulfs the sun-god's yellow car, 
And gem-like on night's dusky breast 
Glows Aphrodite's ardent star. 
O lonely moon, it is thine hour! 
O wild white moon that wanderest 
O'er earth and ocean without rest, 
Waif of the night, forsake thy bower. 

Return, return ! the dark is here ; 
The dreaming of the tide is deep, 
No ripple stirs the silver mere, 
The brooks have danced themselves to sleep. 
The wild bee rests within the flower, 
The ghost-moths through the haymow steer; 
O mount thy car, pale charioteer! 
Waif of the night, forsake thy bower. 
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SONG OF THE MOON 

Lo! she renews her ancient quest; 

She comes; and dim behind her streams 

The silent sisterhood of rest 

Out of the opal arch of dreams. 

O wind-whirled flower, it is thine hour! 

O wild, white moth that flutterest 

Beyond the mountain's arduous crest, 

Waif of the night, forsake thy bower! 
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TRAGEDY IN OUTLINE. 

FIVE flights of stairs above the street, 
Nor yet aloof from London cries, 
We made our nest, — our home; ah! sweet 
Beyond all heartfelt harmonies, 

Sounded that little, loveliest word 
Whispered by one whose hair was bright 
With all love's lavished treasure-hoard, 
To me returning with the night. 

Our view, — alas! it was but one 
Wide waste of dwellings dolorous, 
Yet sometimes, too, the miser sun 
Glowing contrition, lit for us 

The sullen, sullied stream that crawls, 
Sick for the waves and cleanly sand; 
The dusky bubble of St Paul's. 
Dim as a dream of fairyland; 
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TRAGEDY IN OUTLINE 

The wharves ; the long Embankment where 
The storm-whirled sea-gull preens her wings; 
The giant towers of Westminster 
That watch above the tombs of kings, — 

All these we saw from our retreat, 
A long, low room, but bright with flowers 
(I sometimes go and watch there yet; 
Ah me! the hours, the empty hours) ; 

There, hand in hand, we sat alone 
And marked the day desert the street; 
The stealthy shadows, one by one, 
Crept down the courts on panther feet; 

Stately and silent, ivory bright 
Like a king's barge, the moon went by 
The argent navies of the night 
Wide-anchored in a sapphire sky. 

Ah! happy eves; — and happy days 
When summer, drowsy princess, woke ; 
And stored with scent of wild-rose ways 
The south-born breezes pierced the smoke 

And scoured the streets, until the lark, 
My neighbour's prisoner, sick and mute 
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TRAGEDY IN OUTLINE 

Nursing through all the winter dark 
Its vow of silence absolute, 

Changed to a poet once again ; 
Saw its old nest and all the sky, 
And in an ecstasy of pain 
Sobbed the wild dirge of liberty. 

Ah! panther-cruel, sliding dark, 
Could I not read your prophecy, 
I who had caught and caged my lark 
That she might always sing to me? 

Dear to her heart the opal dawns, 
The lordly sunset's scarlet state, 
And the bright breath of windy lawns 
A thousand years immaculate ; 

And dear to her the flowers and ferns 
In the deep combe that was her home 
Behind the haughtiest cliff that spurns 
The thunder-voiced Atlantic foam; 

Beyond the vale the mighty moor 
Curves to the sea-rim ; harsh and clear 
On angry nights when groaned the door 
And windows rattled, she could hear 
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TRAGEDY IN OUTLINE 

The yelling wolf-pack of the gale 
Whirl down the beach to rend the waves, 
And lashed by winter's sleety flail 
The swollen waters flood the caves. 

This was her life, her breath. Ah me! 
Could I not learn that rock and flower, 
Salt wind and wave, had grown to be 
The sum of all her vital power? 

My snares were in the paths she trod, 
In wild-rose ways I laid my lures, 
And caught my bird. She died, oh God 
She died, and yet my life endures. 

For even as the uptorn weed 
And casual wayside blossom wanes 
In dens of London toilers, freed 
For one strange day, to roam the lanes, 

So my rare lily withered; Fate 
Swooped like a hawk upon our nest; 
Death set his heel upon my mate, 
Murdered the music of her breast! 

But still she sings beyond the pearled 
Gate of the day, God's chorister. 
She would have sought me o'er the world, 
And now I may not follow her. 
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TO THE UNKNOWN TOILERS. 

NOT only in the imperishable scroll 
Of verse or high romance or symphony, 
That shall endure till God exhaust the sea 
And blast earth's old foundations, and unroll 
The cloud and shroud of chaos, may the soul 
Enshrine its total splendour, nor may we 
In all the starry charts of history 
Account the tale of genius full and whole. 

Yours is another genius, that doth flower 

In dim and lonely places; to the cold 

It casts its own worn cloak, and every hour 

Fights for the outcasts of a cruel age. 

Earth knows you not, but on His deathless page 

The Great Historian writes your names in gold. 
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A CHILD'S EPITAPH. 

HIS little day 
Is done. 
His flowers, his toys, 
Are left; his joys 
Are o'er. His life's brief sun 
Has set, to rise 
No more. 
His eyes 

Are closed, and none, 
No other, 

Can comfort Mother, 
Evermore. 
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LAST WORDS. 

WHEN to my treasured catalogue of friends 
Death adds his name at last, and I must go 
Across the shadowy sea whose ebb and flow 
No man may brave but he to whom God lends 

The lamp of His great love, — Oh! then forbear, 
World that I leave, beneath your microscope 
To lay my mute memorials, or to ope 
The dead hand clasping still a mesh of hair. 

But let my friend of friends pronounce these words : 
" He loved his Art, but lacked its finer grace ; 
Sought God y but found Him amid trees and birds 

"More near than by the priestly altar-place; 
Now he beholds \ aloof from grief that girds ', 
God, Nature, Art, unsundered, face to face" 

THE END. 
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